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way, I guess. It's everybody's fate to be what he was
born. Think you can hide the sins of the gentlefolk under
that peasant kerchief on your head? We know a priest
when we meet him, even if he's tied in a sack. You shud-
dered and made a face when you stuck your elbow in
something spilled on the table. And your back's too
straight for a workingwoman's."
The mother broke in, afraid he would hurt Sophia with
his rough ridicule.
"She's my friend, Mikhailo Ivanovich, and a mighty fine
person. Her hair's gone grey in our cause. You're rather
sharp."
Rybin gave a deep sigh,
"Why, have I said anything out of the way?"
"I think you wanted to .tell me something," said Sophia
dryly.
"Did I? Oh yes. A new fellow turned up here not long
ago—Yakov's cousin. He's got consumption. Shall I send
for him?"
"Do," said Sophia.
Rybin glanced at her through narrowed eyes for a
minute.
"Go and tell him to come over this evening," he said to
Yefim.
Yefim put on his cap, and without a word or a glance
at anyone, disappeared in the forest. Rybin nodded after
him.
"Having a hard time of it," he said. "Be conscripted
soon—him and Yakov. Yakov makes no bones about it:
says it's not for him. It's not for Yefim either, but he
wants to go. Thinks he can stir up the soldiers. But I hold
you can't batter down a wall with your head. Give a man
a gun, and he'll march in step. But Yefiin's having a
hard time of it, and Ignat here keeps plaguing him. No
sense in that"
"Yes, there is," said Ignat sullenly, without looking at
Rybin. "Before they're through with him he'll be shoot-
ing for them as good as anybody else,"

